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POSTMASTER G

IN HIS OWN TOWN.
How Mr. Bissel Looks in the Eyes

of Citizen of Buffalo.

HIS WORK IN POLITICS.

Nis Pete.daip WSh CIewelm-a W11e
PuMsr Behtsii the Msemee-le Nenmamseed
Nis mtarage-A Pm teamse of Ma. lie.
Sem and Thesr Su.es Name.

speei Cassesp--,eeat The Eventag Sar.
Berrao. March S.
EN WEEKS AGO HE
wa e nly 14ssll of
1uffa=. New he is Bis-
ell o f the United
States. I refer toeur
new Poetmastr Gem-
oral. who hes lived here
for forty-edd years, his
fat round cheeks blush-
iag dmues in his prof-
itable law eoe, and
his grsatne going to
waste in the desert air
of t h e corporations

whom he has counseled in a legal way to the
tune of something like 650,S0 a year. It is
wonderful how events produce great amen,
and how the elevation to power af em
mortal pulls up the others about
him. Benjamin Harrison raised his wand and
fairy-like he created national reputations for
his old college friend. John W. .oble of St.
.ouis. for Miller. his law partner, and a score

of others. Cleveland opened his lie in 1804
and Daniel Mannang and William C. Endicottte-ame national quantities, and now throughha second cabinet utterance we are introduced
to Eissell. Hoke Smith. Daniel Lamont and
other men whose names we yet hapdly knowhow to pronounce.

"5osom VrzasD Sasr."
Mr. Bissell and Mr. Cleveland have been

friends and counsellors for years, and Grover
( leveland has not in the world a man who
stands toser to him than his new Postmaster
General. He was known in the newspapersduring the campaign of 1884 as "Bosom Friend
Ii.'sell," and the two, when they were practie-
ing low together bew, w.re called the Damon
and Pythia* of the Buffalo bar. He has
been associated with Cleveland dur-
ing his years of prominence. and the fact that
he has not been better known to the
people has cone from hi queer taste for keep-ing himself out of sight. During my stay in
Eafalo I have chatted with close friends of
both men and I And that Mr. Bieseal hue in
the pest preferred to be one of the stage
a=agere rather than a chief actor in the
e'evation of Cleveland to power. It is not
generally known that in the struggle between
Cleveland and Blaine in 1884 Wilson S. Bissell
was one of the chief directors of the Cleveland
forces and that to his sagacity the democratic
victory was quite largely due. He was Mr.
Clevelands private and per-onal representative
all through the campaign, and it fell to his lot
to nullify the scandalous stories sent out con-
eerning his cartner's past life. He had been
amoug the foremost in securing Mr. Cleveland's
nemination for sheriff, mayor and governor,
and he had almost as mlucb to do with his fret
nmano for the preadency ae Daniel Man-

ning. but he was not connected with the event.
In the Chicago convention of at Jane
Mr. Biesell wa, equal in commnand with
William C. Whitney. He did aao.t of the plan-
mung and the ex-.'ecretary- of the Navy did
most of the ezeenuin;: arnd got all the credit.
although he would have eunared it gladly with
the Buffalo man if the- laer had been willing.
Mr. Dieell's name wa,. -earcelv mentioned in
the newspapers. and very few~ persons knew
then or know now th. measure of his political
power. He is nun anid has been for nearly a
decade .me of the great generals in the den'o-
erate party,. ye when it was annonneed that he
had been chosen to sureed John Wana=mae
many democratic captains asked: "Who is Wil-
som 14. seell?'
The new Postmaster General, according to

the statements of those who know him here. is
one of the eloses.t-mouthed men in public life.
lie hae always hept himself in the back ground.
and even i's Buffalo he has been rarely talked
about. He has not the widest of acaunintance-
shipe, but he is a companionable man. broaed-
:ninded, witty and a good talker. except where
hu sa afaire ar concerned. Mention these
and he shuts up like a clam and either stops
talking or changee the subject.

W~aaan ASD nilssELL.
In this respect Postmaster General Ut...I

em ho found far different from John Wane.
mehr. Oar has Pesamster General was gem-
sm~y sy to talk about anything, from hi
Smday s.hee.atoegreat postal reforma. and from
ho sease to the chances of fortune mnaking foi

Smen. Mr. Wanamaker as a man of amani
et smuch shrewd ce--o 'ease and of

'

B enger aeof the value of the newepa
me the way of hlngon hiasef and

paty B hd newspaner mar
at a -lar e r.n a year, which he paid ott
et Meewn peehet. by the way, in thu peeeo o0
asheB Cassing, and the correspondenta and

nes ge555s wore always welcomme at hi
~eea. Throuh this his admina-tratiom was
bette advertied and better presented to the
pepol &a that of mny Poeamaster Geeneral ea
m st an I mndeetad tht ho eelsdered
hiseuopapeeresu~oe of ho host Wasb

asBde net ehng te charcte he hed
hue he uth de difemtly. No has never had
amh teds wIthe~ne~sppers aml has. Ia

es, est shy of them end hsappemy rath.a
sedOa. Mr.Wmh was alwaps e

esl~e ed I hove ahways been hereeb3
ho handy mhi pin pe eitemos
inse.Uen how tedne wih en and ha
maMem teaed with a pases lseg
wma meag Mmn hio Mied. Us a-
dmaaeed hew to brah an s stil
ml te ether -e work for Mm. The
==m n..e..d ha a to d.m1 wilh

NERAL BISSELL.
books and legal questions more than with the
managing of men, and he will not start on
with the same advantages Wanamaker'. experience in his store gave him.
The two Postmasters General are the opposite in appearance. Bisseli weighs twice a

much as Wanamaker and he tips the beam a
about 300 pounds. Hie massive skull couls
contain Wanamaker's head and the brown hail
of thegreat merchant would not touch the wall
of Bissells cranium were it boxed up in its cen
ter. Mr. Bissell's arms are as big around a
Mr. Wanamaker's calves and his thighs measure
almost as much in circumference as doe
Honest Johns waist. Wanamaker is about five
feet eight: Bissell is over six feet in his stock
Ings. Both are smooth shaven, both dress in
black and are simple in their tste.

CLZvsLaND AND aisSELL
Here at Buffalo I hear many comparisons o

Cleveland and Bissell. and the new Postmaste
General seems to be in most ways the twin
brother of the President. Their lives have run
close together. They equalled in their cradle
at about the same time awayback in the forties
Both came of fairly well-to-do families. Bis
sell's parents being perhaps the richer and
sending him to school at Yale. Both wee
bachelors till they were forty years old, theil
wives are of about the same age and the two
girls went to school together. Both familie
have one baby daughter, and the littl
girls are of about the same age. I chatted las
night with an old lawyer friend of the two men
Said he:
"Mr. Cleveland and' Mr. BlsseD have been

almost inseparable ever since the latter wachief elerk in the office of Lansing, Cleveland
& Folsom in 1870. When Mr. Cleveland wa
elected sheriff of Erie county be wanted Mr
Bissell to become his deputy sherif
but the clerk thought he saw bette
things ahead in the law line and de
clined. A few montha after he became the
law partner of the Hon. Lyman IL Bass and
three years later Mr. Cleveland joined the firm
The two men were seen together almos
everywhere, and called each other 'Wils' and
*Grove.' When Mr. Cleveland married th
daughter of another of his law partners, Oscar
Folsom. Wilson Bissel was the best man, and
when the present Postmaster General married
Louise Fowler Sturgis in February. 1890, Mr
and Mrs. Cleveland were the guests of honer
These two men have never cesed to be "Wile
and 'Grove' to each other, and it is likely tha
no one in the cabinet will have more influena
in the new administration than Wilson S. Bic
sell."

TaI nLae=LL-c1.a n law haam.
The old law firm in the Weed bleak, BegaSl

of which Mr. Cleveland and Mr. Bissell ep
members has probably sent out more public
men than any other in the United States, and
Mr. Bissel is not the only Postmaster Genera
among them. The arm dates back to 1834
when the Hon. Orasmus H. Marshall, the mos
famous of western New York historians, opened
his law office. Mr. Marshall's firsttwo partner
both left him to take public office. His third
partner was Judge Nathan K. Hall. who had un
til then been Millard Fillmore's law partner
When Fillmore became President he selected
Judge Hall as his Postmaster General, after

. "N .

ward appointing him United State. judge a
successor to Buos Conkling's father
Nearly all subsequent members o
the firms descending an dlirecline from 0. H. Marshall have held some in,
portant office from district attorney up. On,
of them, the Hon. Lymnaa K. Bass. wras not onl'
a district attorney, but a member of CongressIand his widow ias now the wife of Senator Ed
*Wolcott of Colorado. Mr. Bees was Bissell'i
first partner. and Grover Cleveland joined t
firm in 18174 after hi'. term of sheriff had ex
pired. Base withdrew on account of i-healti
an 1381. and left the firm namse Cleveland J
EimeelL. The two men did a very large businews as confidential adviser, and counsel I.
corporations and in a year they were
obliged to take in another partner. Mr. Cleve
land remained a member of the firm through
out his term as mayor of Buffalo, but retire.
upon his election as governor of New York
leaving Mr.Bissell where he has been ever since
*at thehead ofthe firm, which is now tyle.
imil, ficard, Brundmge & Bis--1L

£ are rLawvga ourstna ma counia.
Iam told here that notwithstanding the One

that the new Postamaster General has beet
mnaking from @10.000 to @50.000 a year at the
law, that he has. never had a case in court in his
life. iltill he has seen a member of the bar to
twenty-two years and has. made a fortunee
something more than half a million dollars. H.
has wonderful executive ability and has madi
his money as counsel in big corporation cases
Hests a great man on contracts, and his quickneas to form a sound judgment on iamportan
amatters has =ca his advice to he sought is
many of the largest railroad trasactions a
recent vears. Hie has been president of tw
railroads and is still at the heed of th
Buffalo and Southwestern, which he organtied. for which he obtained the right o
way and for which he conducted the appraiss
by which the road was leased to the Eri an
its stoek brought up toplar Heoerganised thBuffalo and Geneva road, now a branch of th
Reading system. prouared its charter and wa
Its first bresident. He also organized the Ne,York corporation of the Lehigh Valley railroad
His present connection with the Renang sys
tem would be hard to discover, but, withee
exception. his railroad aenagement has bee
remarkably secceesfuL. He has a Iaculty fo
geting quickly to the bottoma of big me
tars and as a fames negotiator. Hence
tact and training he seem, to be a far hettemsan for Postmaster General than most perso.have supposed. I am told that the Post OneDepartament wasthe wtfliehe watdand theha said to the Prsde he would like sittethat er to be Secretary of the Interler, thu*he didn't care much which.

somalusje amour 3m sanrse.
Mr. Dlssi, with all his greatnssa,bi ads

voes of the esigretta. He esms- ...mn
and ses the Dassan and Tarkish varistisa -m
with his big head as a backgronnd thdse M0Uelgaretse pe smelar and sameller tMBM leek
astheshuewaesvesuj the end eta tae

rathrtem " *g e smes whe 'b
talks, and hae a geed eemverstmMm. Ee

eirany -.-'i hi amn eand .

w-nSi ry witha thes whe knewM

ase.m tanm ==m.ama, n...~IJ

sere"
pe

momupthee witth"e noileh
w.ambr of the set. however, dad new
that he is marsied he is so devoted a hmband
that he is the subject ot much good-eatered

A VID AUOUT Yan. DE=L.-
Mrs. Bissel has been living in Buffalo for

enly a few yeaws, but she has made herself very
Popular here and I And that she has many ad-
mirer and fuigds. She is both pretty and as-
msd ans she promise to b.e one of the

social fgures of this administration.
Let me tell you how she looks. Mrs. isseal is tall
and well rounded. Her dark brown hair is worn
combed straight back without a crimp or curl.
Me has beautiful teeth and handeome blue eyes.
Ihe has a good tailor, but in dress she follows
Mrs. Cleveland's taste for simplicity. She ear-
ries her head high in the air and gives one the
impression of strong self-reliance and great
emergy, determination and ambition.

A nowrrimo wa=nLs.
There is as much of a romance connected

with the Postmaster General's marriagesas with
that of President Cleveland. Mrs. Bossu's
maiden name was Louise Sturgis. and she comes
from an old family which is well known in
different par of the Union. One branch of it
lives at Mameleld. Ohio, and one of Mrs. Bis-
sel's relatives there has a big brick house in
the moss fashionable part of the town.
Another branch moved from Mansfield to
New York city, and Stephen Sturgis is
one of the unknown well-to-do men of the
metropolis. Me would be called rich outside
of New Yark. The branch to which Mrs. Bis-

Nas. nIs.ELI.
sell belongs comes from Geneva, N. Y.,
and Mrs. Bissell first came to Buffalo to teach
music in the Buffalo Seminary. She had
early shown a great taste for music and
it was here that she had in part earned the
money which took her to Germany and France,
where her beautiful contralto voice had been
trained by Stockhausen and La Grange. Since
the time she and Mrs. Cleveland had been
schoolmates at Wells College she had planned
and worked and studied with the idea of be-
coming a professional singer. When at lat she
was fitted to appear in public as a profesanal,
one of her first engagements was as a soloist at
a Buffalo orchestra concert. While in that city
she was the guest of Mrs. George Sicard, wife
of one of the members of the Bissell Arm. Mr.
Bissell met her there and it was a case of "love
at first sight" on both sides, and the arrows of
Cupid drove the Goddess of Music off the field
and Louise Sturgis. the music teacher, became
Mrs. Wilson S. Bissell, the wife of the rich
Buffalo lawyer and the future Postmaster
General

Tin stmsLL moNS L SUmALO.
Mrs. Bissel, of course, gave up her teaching

upon her marriage, but at her home here
she has always had a musical circle
round her, and at the capital she will
form a feature of its musical as well as
of its official society. She has a fine
voice, and she has sung at a number of enter-
tainments for charity. Her home here is a fine
old-fashioned brick residence oftwo stories and
a mansard roof. There is a tower in the
middle of the front, and this forms
the entrance on the ground floor.
It is situated on Delaware avenue, surrounded
by beautiful grounds, and is the house in which
Jas. N. Matthews, the famouseditor of the Buf-
falo Erpress, lived and died. Postmaster Gen-
eral Bissell bought it a couple of years ago, and
he has furnished it in a. solid. substantial waywhich harmonizes with its big rooms and its
old-fashioned character. Since he has been in
it he and Mrs. Bissell have given many quietlittle parties and a number of musicales, and
she has shown herself a most entertaining and
accomplished hostess.

I am told here, in fact, that Mr. Dissmeli would
Inever have been Postmaster General had It not
Ibeen for his wife, It is said that Cleveland

but he refused it. This was before he had met
his fate. With his marriage his tastes have
changed, and he will do anything to oblige his
wife. She has naturally great social ambitions.
.and when President Cleveland gave her the
chance to gratify these in making her husband
a cabinet minister Mr. Bissell accepted the
place. Whether this story of Mrs. Biseell's
persuasive powers is true or not, it is an inter-
esting one, and I give It for what It is worth.

FEANK U. CAnPENTan.

Written for The Evening star.
TRE TOMB OF TENNYSON.

An Easter Memoery.
Westminster Abbey: Who can scan thy nave,
Sacred to aslies dear to mortal man,

Without an awe-atruct seul beside the grave
Uf genius brigitest since the world began?

What flights of fancyl Chaucer takes the lead
Froms Canterbury with his pilgrim band,

Wham Spenser and the Fairie Queene outapeed
To waft a greeting froms the spirit land.

Then rare Ben Jouson, Briton to the core,
And Doughty Drayton gilde upon the stage,

WIth Cowley, Congreve, Iiryden, dust no more,
Their algnets stampt upoa the breathing page.

Macpherson, classic Milton, thoughtful Gray,
Mat. Pryor, howe and Davenant Sit past,

As DavId Garrtet treads the AppIan Way
ln royal purple for great Cusar cast.

The age of good Queen Anne, with Johnsoa wise,
Dogmatic, dictatorial, sagely grand;

Warm-hearted Goldsmith, whom the people prise;
Melodious Gay. and Addieon the bland!l

And Campbell, Sheridan and Southey crowd
The azure field ot galaxies sablime,

p Before accoutered chiefs and courtiers groud,

The kings of letters' realm throughout all time.

And as cue dreams and poudere all these thing,

I A chld's amaD voice comes cheery the ear,

And Ttny Tim a Christmas carol stags
Asca the grave of Dictmn falls a tear.

No sculptured urn above the sacred dut,
No tablature to chrontcle his fame;

But there amid the centuries' crumbling rust
Asimpl slab to mark the well-loved name.

Above this Thacteray's bust in radiansaeses- Teis truer than tall meaumeatnosemsn
That emory heeps hin mighty Image gresn

rIn love and tder reverence alome.
And now the bard who sang as Iac~sy Bal,
Geilva and the Idylls oet Kintg

Is w'anred a ea atuma barvese faD
IAnd tipened boughe abroad their brown leaves

aan.

The esrof eahr t sses bhee asimmrestad has saend asealt es
0 Teayma , asiasoseur amag
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BONES,
THE APRIL FOOL OF HARVEY'S

SLUICE.

Fomrandoteestr.
L
BE DURTON's CAIN
was not beautiful Peo.
ple have been heard to
assert that it was ugly,
and even, after the
fashion of Harveys
sluice, have gone the
length of prefixing
their adjective with a
forcible expletive which
emphasized their enti-

,- cisn. Abe, however,
was a stolid and easy-
going man, on whose

mind the remarks of an unappreciative public
made but little impression. He had built the
house himself, and it suited both himself and
his partner, and what more did they want?
There was only one man inside the hut, and

that was the proprietor, Abe Durton himself,
or "Bones," as he had been christened with
the rude heraldry of the camp. He was sitting
in front of the great wood fire, gazing moodilyinto its glowing depths, and occasionally giving
a fagot a kick of remonstrance when it showed
any indication of dying into a smoulder. His
fair Saxon face. with its bold, honest eyes and
crisp yellow beard, stood out sharp and clear
aginst the darkness as the dickering lightplyed over it. It was a manly, resolute coun-
tenance, and vet the physiognomist might have
detected something in the lines of the month
which showed a weakness somewhere. an inde-
eision which contrasted strangely with his her-
culean shoulders and massive limbs.
"TheBoss is late tonight," he muttered as he

rose from his chair and stretched himself in a
colossal yawn. "My stars, how it does rain and
blow! Don't it. Blinks?" Blinky was a de-
mure and meditative owl. whose comfort and
welfare were a chronic subject of solicitude to
its master. and who at present contemplatedhim gravely from one of the rafters.
Abe was still talking when the rough door

was dung open and a blinding cloud of sleet
and rain came driving into the cabin, almost
obscuring for the moment a young man who
sprang in and proceeded to bar the entrance be-
hind him, an operation which the force of the
wind rendered no easy matter.
"Well," he said in a slightly peevish voice,"haven't you got any supper?"
"Waiting and ready," said his companioncheerily. pointing to a large pot which bubbled

by the side of the Are. "You seem sort of
damp."
"Dump be hanged! I'm soaked, man-thor-

oughly saturated. It's a night that I wouldn't
have a dog out. at least not a dog that I had anyrespect for. Hand over that dry coat from the
pg
Jack Morgan, or Boss, as he was usuallycalled, belonged to a type which was commoner

in the mines during the flush times of the first
great rush than would be supposed. He was a
man of good blood, liberally educased and a
graduate of an English university. Boss should,in the natural course of things, have been an
energetic curate or struggling professional
man had not some latent traits cropped out in
Lis character, inherited possibly from old Sir
Henry Morgan, who had founded the familywith Spanish pieces of eight gallantly won uponthe high seas. It was this wild strain of blood
no doubt which had caused him to drop from
the bed room window of the ivy-clad English
parsonage and leave home and friends behind
him to try his luck with pick and shovel in the
Australian fields. In spite of his effeminate
face and dainty manners the rough dwellers in
Harvey's Sluice had gradually learned that the
little man was possessed of a cool courage and
unflinching resolution, which won respect in a
community where pluck was looked upon as the
highest of human attributes. No one ever knew
how it was that Bones and he had become part-
ners: yet partners they were, and the large,simple nature of the stronger man looked with
an almost superstitious reverence upon the
clear, decisive mind of his companion.

"That's better." said the Boss. as he droppedinto the vacant chair before the fire and watched
Abe laying out the two metal plates. "Come
bae and sit down."
hisgigantic partner came meekly over and

perched himseif upon the top of a barrel
"What's u?" he asked.
"Shares are up," said his companion. "That's

what's up. Look here," and he extracted a
crumpled paper from the pocket of the steam-
ing coat. "Here's the Buckhurst Seatiael.
Read this article-this one here about a payinglead in the Conemara mine. We hold prettyheavily in that concern, my boy. We mightsell out and clear something-but I think we'll
hold on."
Abe Durton in the meantime was laboriously

spelling out the article in question, followingthe lines with his great forefinger and mutter-
ing under his tawny mustache.
"Any news from Luckhurst?" asked Abe, ris-

ing and proceeding to extract their supper fromthe pot.
"Nothing much," said his companion.

"Cock-eyed Joe has been shot by Billy Reid in
McFariane's store."
"Ah," said Abe. with listless interest.
"Bush rangers have been around and stuck

up the Rochdale station. They say they are
coming over here."
The miner whistled as he poured some whiskyinto a jug.
'"Anything more?" he asked.
"Nothing of importance except that the

bladks have been showing a bit down New Ster-
ling way, and that the assayer has
bought a piano. and is going to have
his daughter out from Melbourne to live in the
new house opposite on the other side of the
road. 80 you see we are going to have some-
thin tlok at, my boy," he added, as he eat
down and began attacking the food set before
him. "They say she is a beauty. Bones."

His partner suddenly dropped his knife and
seemed to listen. Amid the wild uproar of the
wind and the rain there was a low rumbuing
sound which was evidently not dependent upon
the elements.
"What's that?"
"D~arnel if I know."
The two men made for the door and peered

out earnestly Into the darkness. Far away
along the Buckhurst road they could see a mov-
ing light, and the dull mound was louder than
before.

"It's a buggy coming down," said Abe.
"Where is It going to?"
"Don't know. Across the ford, I s'pose."
"Why, man, the ford wil be six feet deep to-

night and running like a mill stream."
The light was nearer now, coming rapidly

round the curve of the road. There was a wild
mound of galloping with the rattle of the
wheels.
"Horses have bolted, by thunder!"
"Bad job for the man Inside."
"If he don't pull 'em up before they reach

the ford he's a goner," remarked Abe Durton,
resignedly.
Suddenly there came a lull in the sullen

splash of the rain. It was but for a moment,
but in that moment there came down on the
breeze a long cry, which caused the two men
to start and tare at each other and then to
rush frantically down the steep Incline toward
the road below.
"A woman, by heaven!" gasped Abe, as he

sprang across the gaping shaft of a mine In the
recklessness of his haste.
Morgan was the lighter and more active man.

He drew away rapidly from his stalwart com-
panion. Within a minute ha was itending
panting and bareheaded in the middle et the
soft, muddy road, while his partner was still
toiling down the side of the declivity.
The carriage was close on him now. He

could see in the light of the lemue the raw-
boned Australian horse, ss, terrided by the
storm and by its own elatter, It ema hearing
down the declivity which led to the ferd. The
man who was driving seemed to sma the palface In the pathway In front of him, for he
yelled out some inoherent words of wareiag,
and made a lest desperate attemp to pull u
There was a shout. an oath and a jrigeeb
and Abe, hurrying down, saw a inurae
horse rearing madly in the air with a slim dark
figure .hanging on to its bridle. Beps, with
th enpwro ealculation which had maim

him henseteriket r uEgby In his dy
had anght the rein immeadiately belew the M
ad clung to it with silent eomessatston.
"Hold It, Nmee." he said as a heil Ige

hurled Itself into thesread anm ned the eess
rain.

"All right, old ma. I've get himJ" ad the
horse, cowed by the ight ot a fresh ashntguested down and stood shivering with tusser."Gest up, Boss, it's safe now"

es vetee as of gal. "These's umli

-ais Ne esd me that heu verny ubitsand br..thir with dislg

t he twoee~Um. -- ---w shut eidthe heomn mamer's besa a af -ewme
p~ed by esnsrseis e~es, hetAba-sama -ra a..m.. i.n.........-

gaddsaly hi eenvweaman with hi pser1wt
cants back inte his stad What we. it me
had said upon the sabat "Tel her how theyive at the mines" Herevolved it in his brain, a
It seemed a eurious thing to talk about: but prBoss had said it. and Boss was always right, thHe would take the plunge; so with a pramomi- 'so
tory hem he barted out: Fa
"The7 live mostly on bacon and beans in the hiivalley.'
He could not ae wha: effet this commuanica-

tion had upon his companion. He was to. tail sa
to be able to peer under the little straw bon-
net. She did not answer. He would try again."Mutton en Sundays," he said. CcEven this failed to arouse any enthusiasm. ehIn fact, she seemed to be laughing. Boss was thevidently wrong. The young man was in de- emspair. The sight of a ruined hut beside the wt
pathway conjured up a fresh Idea. He grasped sei
at it as a drowning man to a straw. eh"Cockney Jack built that," he remarked.
"Lived there till he died.
"What did he die of?" asked his companion. Im,"Three-star brandy," said Abe, decisively. se"I used to come over of a night when he was rabed and sit by him. Poor chap! he had a wife kiand two children in Putney. He'd rave and

call me Polly by the hour. He was cleaned
out, hadn't a red cent; but the boys collected we
rough gold enough to see him through. He's faburied there in that shaft; that was his claim, hi
so we just dropped him down it an' filled it up.Put down his pick, too, an' a spade an' a
bucket, so's he'd feel kinder perky and at I
home" w,
Miss Carrie seemed more interested now. at
"Do they often die like that?" she asked. wi
"Well. brandy kills many; but there's more th

gets dropped-shot, you know."
"I don't mean that. Do many men die alone apand miserable down there, with no one to care

for them?" and she pointed to the cluster of hi
houses beneath them. "Is there any one dyingnow? It is awful to think of."
"There's none as I knows on likely to throw

up their hand."
"I wish you wouldn't use so much slang. Mr. se

Durton." said Carrie. "You know it isn't po- ellite. You should get a dictionary and learn the wi
proper words." do
"Ah, that's it," said Bones apologetically. al"It's gettin' your hand on the proper one.

When you've not got a steam drill, you've got ito put up with the pick." pi"Yes, but it's easy if you really try. You
could say that a man was 'dving,'or 'moribund.' hiif you like."

"That's it." said the miner enthusiastically. m
"'Moribund!' That's a word. Why, you could --

lay over Boes Morgan in the matter of words.
'Moribund!' There's some sound about that." pCarrie laughed.

"It's not the sound you must think of, but n
whether it will express your meaning. Seriously,Mr. Durton, if any one should be ill in the camp. c
you must let me know. I can nurse, and I
might be of use. You will, won't yon? M
"And now I must say good morning." said a

Carrie. as they came to the spot where a crooked gipathway branched of from the track and wound T
up to Azalea Villa. "Thank you ever so much
for escorting me." r<
So poor Bones departed in a mixture of many u;opposite feelings. He had interested her. She 61

had spoken kindly to him. But then she had n
sent him away before there was any necessity: Is
she couldn't care much about him if she would Ii
do that. I think he might have felt a little . at
more cheerful, however, had he seen Miss Car- w
rie Sinclair as she watched his retiring figure n,
from the garden gate with i loving look upon of
her saucy face and a mischievous smile at his
bent head and desponding appearance. os

IV. 101The Colonial Bar was the favorite haunt of
the inhabitants of Harvey's Sluice in their hours ti
of relaxation. There had been a fierce com- al
petition between it and the rival establish- m
ment termed the Grocery, which, in spite of jt:
its innocent appellation, aspired also to dis- It
pense spirituous refreshments. The importa- of
tion of chairs into the latter had led to the ap-!
pearance of a set tee in the former. Spjttoons
appeared in the Grocery against a picture in
the Bar, and, as the frequenters expressed it, Hthe honors were even. When. however, the d<
Grocery led a window curtain. and its oppo- i
nent returned a snuggery and a mirror. the !o
game was declared to be in favor of the latter, Mand Harvey's Rlnite showed its sense of the at
spirit of the proprietor by withdrawing its cus-
tom from his opponent. o,
Though every man was at liberty to swagger Minto the Bar itself and bask in the shimmer of beits many-colored bottles,. there was a general li,

feeling that the snuggery or srecial apartment fe
should be reserved for the use of the more ti
prominent citizens. On this particular evening ti
there was an assemblage of notabihtie. in the tl
enuggery. The rangers were the present sub- e
ject of discussion. For some fer days rumore fc
gf their p s had been flying about and an ai

. "g hadtparraded the colony. ifc
A fresh impetus had been given to the panicby the report just brought in by Jim Struggles. inJim was of an ambitious and aspiring turn of pmind, and after gazing in silent disgust at his n

last week's clean-up he had metaphorically w
shaken the clay of Harvey's Sluice from his feet n
and had started of into the woods with the In- b
tention of prospecting round until he could hit w
upon some likely piece of ground for himself. tlJim's story was that he was sitting upon a fallen w
trunk eating his midday damper and rusty w
bacon, when his trained ear had caught the Is
clink of horses' hoofs. He had hardly time to hitake the precaution of rolling of the tree and g
crouching down behind it before a troop of
men came riding down through the bush and hi
passed within a stone's throw of him. h,
"There was Bill Smeaton and Murphy Duf." b,said Struggles, naming two notorious ruffians; d,

"and there was three more that I couldn't le
rightly see. And they took the trail to the n
right and looked like business all over, with titheir guns in their hands." w
Jim was submitted to a searching cross-xam- b

ination that evening, but nothing could shake rihis testimony or throw a further light upon Iawhat he had seen.
There were a few, however, who were loudly askeptical as to the existence of the rangers, andi u

the moat prominent of these was a young man h
who was perched on a barrel an the center of fthe room, and was evidently one of the leading vspirits in the community. We haveared ti
seen that dark curling hair, lack-luster eye and de
thin, cruel lip, in the person of Black Tom eFerguson, the rejected suitor of Miss sinclair. Ti"It's always the maane." he said; ".if a man atmeets a few travelers in the bush, he's bound into come back raving about rangers. If they'd msseen Struggles there, they would have gone of a
with a lung yarn about a ranger crouching be- hehind a tree. As to recognizing people riding thfast among tree trunks-it is an impossibility."
Something seemed to be on his mind, too. rfor occasionally he would spring of his perch thand pace up and down the room with an ab- Iatstracted and very forbidding look upon his fweswarthy face. It was a relief to every one wiwhen, suddenly catching up his hat and wish- I hing the company a curt "good night," he cwalked of through the bar and into the street

beyond. in
"Seems hinder put out," remarked Leng ulMcCoy-.g"He can't be afeerd of the ranger., surely," it,said Jon Shamus, another man of consequence, inan rincipal shareholder of the El Dorado. we"No, he's not the man to be afraid." heanwered another. "There's momnething queer as

about him thlast day or two. He's bea long Ihi
trips in the woods without any tools. The chdo say that the asayer's daughter has ckucked tohim over."

"Quits right, too. A darned inght tee good difor him," remarked several voices, at
"It's odds but he has another tr," said thSamans. "He's a hard man to beat whnhe's 0lset his mind on a thing"fo"Abe Durton's the horse to win," re- hemarked Houlahan, a little, bearded Irih- a<

man. "It's sivia to four Pd he willia' se lay psen him." w"And, you'd be afther losing your moeyJla-vlch," maid a young aman with a 'agh"S lwawant more brains than ever Bones in his hilskull, you bat." w"Who's seen Beam today?" askd McCeg. cf"re seu hism," said the yeon miner. "Be plcame round all through the c pasigfor a thdioticoary.-wanted to write a letrlkl." hs"I saw him ramin' at," said Rhamna. "Us 'm
caeover tomen an' toldme he'd streek ae- dithnodatthe LAst shew. Showed me alkmwerd abotm long as year arm-abicat.' er.tsomsthing." p1i"It's a rich ma he is now, I suppse," mid stthe Irishma. fa
"Well, he's about mad his pile. He belE a an

hundred feet of the n------ and th shmes Iasi

go up every hour. If he'd asB ent, he'd he t

aboutitetoeohme." S

"Ges he wants to take ed hume hi
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e tas eter die of the hae. mum andhsE t~~~a09 ann,===stodwht pIr .k Abe' simple soul to be e
enl ite that ever bad ap-ae uae

"Oh, said the geat -a antssis hur-e a tig Ianut ad
with a quick, fjaIaSieg re u ndshe
beat her lithe Agure over o ofsym pras-..irate !gate.
"Why. It's Abe Darton and his partner," said

the driver of the buggy. coming forward and
disclosing the grizzled features of Mr. Joshua
Sinclair, the assayer to the mins. "I d't3
know how to thadk you, boys. The Infernal
brute got the bit between his teeth and I should
have had to throw Carrie out and chance it in
another minute. That's right," he continued.

ostaggred to his feet. "Not much

"I can get up to the hut now," said theyoung
man, steadying himself upon his partner'sshoulder. "How are you going to get Miss
Sinclair bome?"
"Oh, we can walk," said that young lady.shaking of the efects of her fright with all th

elasticity of youth.
"We can drive and take the road round the

bank so as to avoid the ford," said her father.
"The horse seems cowed enough now; you need
not be afraid of it. Carrie. I hope we shall see
you at the homes, both of you. Neither of us
can easily forget this nights work."

Miss Carrie said nothing, but she managed to
shoot a little demure glance of gratitude from
under her long lashes, to have won which
honest Abe felt that he would have cheerfullyundertaken to stop a runaway locomotive.
There was a cheery shout of "good night," a

crack of the whip and the buggy rattled away.
in the darkness.
"You told me the men were rough and nasty,pa," said Miss Carrie Sinclair, after a long

silence, when the tw' !ark shadows had died
away in the distance and the carriage was speed-
ing along by the turbulent stream. "I don't
think so. I think they are very nice." And
Carrie was unusually quiet for the remainder
of her journey and seemed more reconciled to
the hardship of leaving her dear friend Amelia
in the far-off boarding school at Melbourne.
That did not prevent her from writing a full,

true and particular account of their little ad-
venture to the same young lady upon that very
night.
"They stopped the horse, darling, and one

poor fellow was hurt. And oh, Amy, if you
had seen the other one in a red shirt, with a
pistol at his waist! I couldn't help thinking of
you, dear. He was just your idea. You re-
member, a yellow mustache and great blue eyes.
And how he did stare at poor me! You never
see such men in Burke street, Amy," and so on.
for four pages of pretty feminine gossip.
In the meantime poor Boss, badly shaken.

had been helped up the hill by his partner and
regained the shelter of the shanty. Abe doc-
tored him out of the rude pharmacopeia of the
camp, and bandaged up his strained arm.

IL
A casual visitor would have noticed a remark-

able change in the conversation of this com-
munity. Somehow, when a certain dainty little
bonnet, with a sweet, girlish figure beneath it,
was seen in the distance among the disused
shafts and mounds of red earth which dis-
figured the sides of the valley, there was a warn-
ing murmur and a general clearing off of the
cloud of blasphemy, which was, I regret to
state, an habitual characteristic of the working
population of Harvey's Sluice.
Abe had formerly been considered one of the

most experienced valuators of an ore in the set-
tlement. It had beep commonly supposed that
he was able to estimate the amount of gold in a
fragment of quartz with remarkable exactness.
This, however, was evidently a mistake. other-
wise he would never have incurred the useless
expense of having so many worthless speci-
mens assayed as he now did. Mr. Joshua Sin-
clair found himself inundated with such a flood
of fragments of mica and lumps of reek con-
taining decimal percentages of the precious
metals that he began to form a very low opin-ion of the young man's mining capabilities.It is certain that, what with professional busi-
ness in the morning and social visits at night.
the tall figure of the miner was a familiar ob-
ject in the little drawing room of Azalea Villa,
as the new house of the assayer had been mag-
niloquently named. There was one cloud on
Bones' horizon, and that was the periodical ap-
pearance of Black Tom Ferguson of Bochdale
Ferry. This clever young scamo had managed
to ingratiate himself with old Joshua and was
a constant visitor at the villa. There were evil
rumors abroad about Black Tom. He was
known to be a gambler and shrewdly suspected
tobe worse. Harvey's Sluice was not censori-
ous, and yet there was a general feeling that
Ferguson was a man to be avoided. Miss Car-
i seemedto hail his appearance as a relief and
chattered away for hours about books and
music and the gayeases ef Mlebesrae.-It uni
on thes occasions that poor simple Bones
would sink into the very lowest depths of
despondency and either slink away or sit glar-.
ing at his rival with an earnest malignancy
which seemed to cause that gentleman no small
amusement.
The miner made no secret to his partner of

the admiration which he entertained for Miss
Sinclair.
"That loafer from Rochdale," he said. "he

seems to reel it off kinder nat'ral, while for the
life of me I can't say a word. Tell me, Boss,what would you say to a girl like that?"
"Why, talk about what would interest her,"

said his companion.
"Ah. that's where it lies."

country," said the Boss, pulling meditativelyathis pipe. "Tell her stories of what you have
seen in the mines and that sort of thing."
"Eh? You'd do that, would you?" responded

his comrade more hopefully. "If that's the
hang of it I am right. I'll go up now and tell
her about Chicago Bill, an' how he put them
two bullets in the man from the bend the nightof the dance."
Boss Morgan laughed."That's hardly the thinug." he maid. "You'd

frighten her if you told her that. Tell her
something lighter, you know; something toj
amuse her, something funny."
"Funny?" said the anxious lover, with less

confidence in his voice. "How you and me
mado Mat Houlahan drunk and put aim in the
pulpit of the Baptist Church, and he wouldn't
let the pleacher In in the morning. How
would that do. oh?"
."For heaven's sake, don't say anything of the

sort." said his mentor in great consternation.
"She'd never speak to either of us again. No,
Iwhat I mean is that you should tell about the
habits of the mine.; how men live and work
and die there. If she is a sensible girl that
ought to interest her."

"othy live at the mine.? Pard, you are
good to me. How they live? There's a thing
I can talk of as glib as Black Tom or any man.
I'll try it on her when I see her."
"By the way," said his partner, listlessly,

"just keep an eye on that man Ferguson.
Watch what he does."
"I will." said his companion.
And he did. He watched him that very

night-watched him stride out of the house of
the assayer with anger and beaed pride on
every feature of his 'handsome swarthy face;
watched ham clear the garden paling at a bound.
pass in long rapid strides down the side of the
valley, gestleulating wildly with his hands, and
vanish into the bushland beyond. All this Abe
Durton watched, and with a thoughtful look
upon his face he relit his pipe and strolled
slowly backward to the hut upon the hill.

IIL
March was drawing to a close In Harvey's

Sluice, and the glare and heat of the antipodean
summer had toned down into the rich mellow
hues of autumn.
On that particular morning the stream locked

pretty as It meandered down the valley;
pretty, too, was the long rising upland be-
hind, with its luxuriant green covein, and
prettiest of all was Mie. Carrie Sinclair
as she laid down her basket of ferns which she
was carrying and stopped upon the summit of
the rising ground.
She stood for some time gazing at the view

before her. She glanced at the great mysteri-ous stretch of siau bu.hland beside her. and
stooped to pick ip her basket with the inten-
tion of hurrying along the road in thedirectionof the gulches. She started round and hardly
suppressed a scream saloag red-mnnslsn are
shot out froma behind her and withdrew the
basket free. her very grasp.
The Ige which met her eye would to someahave seamed ite calculated to allay her fears.

The Nhboots, the rough shirt and the bread
girdle *itst weapons of death were, however,too feanta-r to Miss Carrie to be objsect of ter-
rort and Me abeve them all the saw a pair ottender blue eyes eaigdown upon bar, and ahalf-aae smile lrngundsr a thick yellewmusteehe, she knew thtfethe reminder etthat walk rense and blak weeld be eallypowerless to harm her.

"Mh. - Durtoo,"sh asu, 4des, ye nsterte mel"
"rm amyseisaeid Abe, in gratieu atbeeased his Mdstens un-~e.s,'Y s," he e.sahuaa, with m.
"ph halre' lee and
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lb hm."i emether. 'dd 5eems wedLls ' thaIas nmoey is eane.''"
thnkithas been already rezorded e l a

rratvei tha Jte 3traies, the umnderin 6

aepector. had Valued th repulate tbeo g U
I wit of theeamp. Be ad been bee:Mag in M
luee over some idea inos the deparmte of L

rgmon. and he now proceeded to evolve IN tM
ipectant companions. w

Say, bos," he began. "It's the ret e' S
r I'veRgot a aale arin th hut as il

re so." a
What if it is?" said several velem, i
"Well. don't you see, it's AD Foed' dy. a
elda't we ft up some little lebe ea a ene, i?Couldn't we get a laugh out of it? row, a

fres old Bones, for instance; he'll never jieli a rat. Couldn't we send him of anme- A
ere and wat 'h him go, maybe? We'd have a

ethingto chaff him on for a mouth tocome, r
'Where shall we send him?" was the qery. e
rim Struggles was buried in thought for a f
ment. Then an unhallowed inspiratien w
rmed to come over him, and he laughed up-mriously. rubbing his hands between his v
era in the excess of his delight. a
"Well, what as it?" asked the eager audiemee. w
"tiee here, boys. There's Miss tinclair. Toe r
is saying as Abe's gone on her. She don't i.iey him much. you think. Suppose we write b
ma a note-eend it him tonight, ye know." w
"Well, what then?" said McCoy. i
"Well, pretend the note is from he, d'ye see? e
It her name at the bottom. Let on es ghe! t
mtt him to cose an' meet her in the garden I

12. He's bound to go. He'l think she
into to go off with him. It'll be the bigest r
mwg played this year.' d
There was a roar of laughter. The plea was i
proved of unanimously.
"Here's pencil and here's paper," said the g
morist. 'Who's goin' to write the letter?" w
"Write it yourself. Jim." said Shames.
"Well, what shall I sa?'.
"Saw what you think right."
"I don't know how she'd put it." said Jim, a
ratching his head in great perplexity. "How- t
'er. 1'Dones will never know the differ. How
l this do? 'lear old man. ('ome to the gar- amn at 12 tonight, else I'll never speak to you I
an.' eh?"
"No, that's not the style." said the young t
iner. "Mind, she's a lass of eddicatiwe, Shed t
it it kinder flowerv and -oft." 1
"Well, write it your'elf.' said Jim sulkily, 1
inding tim over the pencil.
"This as the sort of thing." said the miner, w
oistening the point of it in his mouth. a
'When the moon is in the sky--' b
'There it Is. That's bully,"' from the eam- o
tay.
"'And the stars a-ehinin' bright, meet, 0pet me. Adolphus. by the garden gate at 12"'
"His, name ain't Adolphus," objected ai

itie.
"That's how the poetry comes in." said the
iner. "It's kinde- anciful, dy'e see. Sounds I
darned sight better than Abe.

'

Trust him for
]easing who she means. I'U sign it Carrie. Jhere "

This epistle was gravely passed round the v
oim from hand to hand and reverentially gased

non as being a remarkable pro luction of the h
]man brain. It was then folded up and com- k
ittel to the care of a small boy, who was 1
leninly charred. under dire threats, to do- 1
re- it at th- shanty and to make of before a

ry awkward questions were asked him. Itas only after he had disappeared in the dark- I;is that some slight compunction visited one
two or the company.
"Ain't it playing it rather low on the girl?" I
id hrmus. k
"And rough on old Bones ?" suggested an- I
her. It
However, these objections were overruled by e
e majority and disappeared entirely upoe the b
pearance of a second jorum of whisky. The '

atter had almost been forgotten by the time .
at Abe had received his note and was spelling i
out with a palpitating heart under the light a
his solitary candle. e

That night has long been remembered in
arvey's Sluice. A ftful breeze was sweepang
own from the distant mountains, moaning and a

Shing among the deserted claim.s A grest
nelinees seemed to rest on the face of nature.
en remarked afterward on the strange eerie
moenoere which hung over the little town,
It was in the darknessthat Abe Dorton mnllied
it from his little shanty. His partner, Bos
organ. was still absent in the buash, so that,
,Fond the eve"-watch!nl Blinky, there was no
ring being to observe his movements. A
aling of mild surprise filled his simple soulwAt his angel's delicate Angers had formed
nose great straggling hieroglyphics; however.
ere was the name at the foot. and that was
tough for him. She wanted him, no matter
or what, and with a heart as pure and as heroiciany knight errant, this rough miner went
rth at the summons of his love.

He groped his way up the steep windingack waca led to alkea Villa. he miner
iueed under the shade of the treas and then
oed on to the garden gate. There
as no one there. He was evidently
ther early. The moon was shining
rghtly now, and the country round
as as clear as day. Abe looked usetfe little villa at the road whichran like a white
inding streak over the brow of the hill. A
atcher behind could have seen has square ath-
tic figure standing out sharp and clear. Then

agave a start as it he nad been shot and stag-
fred up against the little gate beside him.
He had seen something which caused even
S sunburned face to become a shade paler as
thought of the girl so near him. Just at the

!nd of the road, not 200 yards away, be saw a
ark moving mass coming round the curve and.t in the shadow of the hill. It was but fora
oment: yet in that moment the quack percep-
in of the practiced woodman had realized the
hole situation. It was a baud of horsemen>und for the villa, and what horsemen would a

de so by night save the terror of the wood-
nd.-the dreaded rangers of the bash?
It is true that on ordinary occasions Abe was
sluggish in his inzallect as he u-as heasy in
ovemente. In the hour of danger, however,
u-was as remarkable for cool deliberation es

er prompt andt decisaive action. As he ad-
mrnced up' the gardien be rapidly reckoned up

e chance. against him. There were half a
ezen of the asesailants, at the moet mnoderate
mputation, all desperate and fearless men. i
ae question was whether he could keep them
bay for a short timne and prevent their fore-
g a passa-e into the house. We have already
en'.ioned that sentinel, had been placed in ther
sin street of the town. Abe reckoned tha r
'Ip would he at hand within ten minutes of 'a
e Gring of the first shot. I
Were he inside the house he couldeonaldentlv(
ekon on holding his own for a longer period
an that. Before he could rouse the sleepere
d gain admission. however, the ramgers ii
>mld be upon him. He must content himself *

th doing his utmost. At any rate he would 1
ow 'arrie that, if he could not talk to her. he a
uld at least die for her.__I
The road along which terangers uere em-
g ended at a wooden gate opening into thed
per part of the assayer's little gardem. This I
sehadahigh acacia hedge oneitheresideof'd
and opened lute a short walk alsoe hned by

esale thorny walls. Abe knew the piaes
IL One resolute man might, ha theeght.1

Id the passage for a few minutes until tbe'
mailante broke through elsewhere and teek I~

. in the rear. At any rate it was his beet I

anon. He pased the fronS door, bat ferbhre U
give ay alarm, tSinclair was an elderly

an, and would be of litle asisen In emch a

eperate struggle me was befom him, and the
pearance of lights In the house weuld warn

s rangers of the resistance awaiting them.

i, for his partner. the Dose, for (<%e=g Dill,
r any one of twenty gallant ma who would hi

vecoma tohis callandstoodbyhim ineach illamrrei! He turned into the narrow woodem

thway. There was the -- A
ode. gate and there, perched upon the gate,

ageidly swinging hi. legs backwd and for- I
ird and 'erng down the read in front er o
a ws r. John Morgan, the very -am for a

toms Abe had been longing from the bottom
his heart. 'There was short tene for ez-
-..t--. A few hurried words anoameed I

at the Dose, returning froms his Mtie ter, a

d come aerass the rangere riin en their

mon et darkness nd, ewerhenariug their
sanmation. had managed by herd ruaing ad

owiedge et the contry to arnive hefsem

mm. "No tim to alarm any oe,".* he ex-p
imed, mtiS passiug from his ensedNem, "ems

p them eselves; not emn for -om
your girL Omly ever ear bedim. Urn s

I with these few brehen Ved'4etsny

-ote frid theek m~a and Sead

gly inte eash ohe's eye, uhf. 'h tem ef

a hasemm doe be them on theagia-am of the weeds.

BOA AND THE GUST 01
tousmmaien TRATimg£

Thmin. da ,unsme ha e. O:- who-Ad I. be Ieder. red s ment,s e. h
aee fSemelw i a hed,. 16ey f ga

led et 1eir borea wse ee wrnw
as hese, sad eise a imsati ed e

eir 7a tarthed the animas team
s.da emeddedly bemord &a gaw
BHe M and Abe weCcuehing dae
tier the of the bede a the wy w-
ame nd tof Oe mmseo pam. e tee r
viilde to the reageu. who evriddy echase
a seting little rebtamoe in thi bnsta

case. As this rt man eame ferward sad hof

mr bagtie some ordieu as hb esomles
Ab the friende recegained the eeen pramsad heart asethe of Benek Fergneas. e ee
eted sustor of sm (aC te enacmehr. mensmhe made a sental vow that he atlan isrd

(e teach the deer alive.

is head em l SBe seaedm as
enterns "tItead bank"' emae thuadeerg sm
sen among the bushes. Ia war, as in 6sse., r
Ser was a man of few words.
"1here's no road this way." explubaimeal
mic, with an isamnte eadagos and geutlemea
'oat it which was eharaecrastie ot the eser
ben the devil was raapfnt a has ena. The
anger recognized it. He rememboead (bhetS
gaid address whach be had listened to i meallaard room of the Bucehhint Arms. and

bich had wound up by the maido-stor putteag
Ls back againet the door. drawang a derragerad asking to see the sharper who would dare

force a passge. ".t's that infernal fto
uarton." he sad. "and has white-faced fraed."
Both wee well known nae in the oeua'r
ated. Bat the rangers were oeks... alseperate men. They drew up to the gaee is aadv.
"'ear out of that:" said their leader in a
rim whisper: ",you can't wave the girL G. o
'ath whole ekan. while yoo have the chors."
The partners laughed.
"Then. Curse you. come on"'
The gate was aaung open and the party daelaragghg voller and made a deee reh temdgraseed walk.
The rev olvers cracked userr-ly as the mike..
the night from U..e bushed at the other sd.twas hard to aim with precson an the dark.ess. The se'ond man S.tranag ei uleavel into

e ar an I fell upon his face a ih has armes

nded. writhing horrbI in the meonaght,
be third was grazed in the leg and .topped.be others ".topned out o! e n athy. After

l) the girl was ntn: for them. and their hears
a hardly an the u.' k. Their captaan rushed
ladly i:1. like a %aliant bila. kriuard as he wa,
at was met h a c:a uin. :-.w froma the buts
f Abe Iturton'. to:l, dehred with a lure.
mergy which ent aim reeltug back among bio
omrade" sith the b id streamuing from his
battered jaw. and his c(sacity tor.cursang cut
hurt at toe very naoment when be needed toraw utpon at mo.t.
"Don't go yet," said the votes a As dok-

O0,.
However. they had no antention of going yet.few minate. iSut c'la:ee. they knew, beforelarvey i slincst l b.e ut'on theru. Thereras still time to farce the d.r if they could

u'ceed in mus.:.rang th:- .defenders. What Abe
al feared cane to tam.. Blark Fergueso
new tWe ground as well as he dad. He ran
apidly along the hedge, and the live eraehed
brough at where there was some appearance of
gal.. The :en friends glanced at each other.
heir flank was turnel. They stood up labe
ten who knew their tate and did sot fear to
oet a!.
The . was a wild ised!er of dark iguree iS

be aoonlight, and a raingug "eer fr 'm wel-
nown rote.. The humnete of Marvev'g
ltace had found sounatning even more pros,cal than the joke aliua they had csme le*atnee'. The ;areners saw the faces of fraeeds
ePide them-- 'hamus. Straggles. McC.,y.'here was a deslerate rally, a sweeping dery
ua. a c:uud f herike. with pasted shots na
erce oaths rin:ing out of it. and when it ltfer4
mingle dark shadow tly ang for dear life to the
helter of the brken hedge was the onlyager upon his feet within the lattle garden.
lot there use no seund of traemob among the
ictors; a strange ha had come over them.ad a murmur as of grif for there. lying
cross the threshold waih I.e had fought sw
llantiv to. defend. lar poo'r Abe. the level and

imple hearted, breathing heavily with a belestrough his lungs.
He was carried inside with all the rough dee.
ernese of the mines. There were me thete, I
kink. who would have borne his hurt to have
ad the love of that white girlaa tiger., whatk
eat over the blooI-stained bed a .4 whispered
o softly and so tenderly ia hie ear. Her vses
sensed to rouse him. He i ;rued his dreatar
iee eyes and looked about ha. Ibsy [ested
a her face.
"''layed oat," he murmared: "pardee,arrie, morib--" aid with taint eses he

ank back upon the pillow.
However, Abe tailed for oe to he an good

a his word. Has hardy oneuttat asserted
bsetf. ad be shok of what might is a weaker
man have proved a deadly wo-and. Whether it
eas the balmy oir of the woodlands a hch came
weeping over a thousand ales of eteast mse
he sick man's room. or whether at was the
tile nurse who tended him so gently. eaista
t is that within two months we hoard that
e had realized his shares s the Ceanemeganaad
one from Harvey's Sluice and the Mtitt chasty
pon the hill forever.
I had the advantage a short time afterward of

Being an extract from the letter of a yeungadv iatued Anmelha, to whom we he made asen! allusion in the cour.e of narrative.
be have already broaen the privacy of oreemininme episte, so we shall invefewerscrnple
a glancing at another. "I was bridansd,*
he remarks. 'and Carrie looked charmang'underianed) "in the veal and ..range blemems.
uch a man he is -twice as hig as your tack,td he was so fanny, and blushed and dropped
be prayer book. And when they asked 00
ientioi. you could have heard him roar '1 dM"
the other end of ieorge street. Histe h -

aan was a darling ' (tance underisaed 1. "aie
:iet and h'ndsinne and nice. Toe gentle to
ike care of himself among tsuse tough s. I

sure." I think it quite pouable that s the

aliness of tame Mass Amaelia amanaged to take
yuou herself the enre of oar ol friend Mr. Jac
Lor'gaa, comemoely known. the Besm.

A F'asmeAdvi. e Mr. -mp
rem the Dettuit Free i'ress.
The story is told that the te 1. .Eayos
wre neighbor in (io a testy old fellow who

ja a small truck farm. He was. heeset ad up-
ght and Mr. Haves bald bmiaa Lu high -estee.
ntwithstanding his lack ot thme eocial amasatiea
ad reepeat for persons. Oms one of his visis to
hio daring the presidency he passed the .1d
alas farm and found him planting potatoeoSa notch near the road. The Premdent. being
anmewhat of a farmner himseulf, notiord a.me

seuliarity in his neighbor's style of planting,
md, after a few anatee' cbat, he called hoi

itenties to tand thme old mani ergnel the poieS
while.
"After aln." esnmandod the Presidset, 't
an't think you are dusag tasit shedi he

one for the hest regute."

The old faramer reeted his are m nees
id looked steadily at Mr. Hares.
"'They ain't neither oae 'at in," be sand,
shoe havia' fault fond with in, hate ye.
at go em Presdenatan' the Uniated aitas your

ay an' I go n planitin' paerae my wayI

seee we woa't bee no wu'u of La tes end."
Mr. Bayes acoseed th esed..pium-
sliy and passed oa.

Methed to Mas naamier
l6s introductiou in our cities et spa

aainwhick a considerahde mumber et Gam
las a~ender one roof, has gin rise b ay

nadang oecoresnees says Youft's Conapamise.
-asames city, esuoatly, two physim

seewan tugether ea the street whoa en

"Aheg ind ho b0aother. m"G.inal " adte oertede et"O, u w"oted
he ae a e

ba dealer

"A went e ea."
"And what 41 yougaamE"_a__"I erderod her bo seu oh

tbaving e
in

g pie."am

a the mes! essIm ml eedys
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